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The A.B, C.D. Poft, or Number 4. writ by 
a Society of Poets, and dire#ed to Dun- 
tons Oracle, with bis Anfwer in Verfe. 


AN any Man right in his wits be fo filly, 
As to fpend all his time upon Femmy 
(and Willy. 
To write party-things to difpleafing 
(ot feveral, 
And talk of Bes Hoadly and Harry Sacheverel. 
To rail and call Names, and condemn all the 
(Praters 
Of Paffive Obedience, and Politick Matters. 
And yet do it your felf too, not fetting before ye, 
Twill be bad ina Whig if ’twas fo ina Tory. 
You all others defpife and abound in your own 
(Senfe, 


And think to out rattle a Reafon by Nonfenfe. 


| Do you think for the caufe you a Champion are 


(chofen, 


Who have only Six Pamphlets good out of a 


(Dozen. 


| We know you’re a Fool, but the wonder is greater 


That you want the Fools Property eafy good na- 
(ture. 


And all Civil People would fooner fabmit 


| To a good natur’d Fool, than an ill natur’d Wit. 
| A Wit chat will tell you he knows all the matter, 
That we good Nature Call ; what’s the Error of 


(Nature, 


| Thishuadred Years incomprehenfible Dunton, 
| For Wit and Nem Pofts unweariedly hunt on. 


Till the Libra y that your own Filt does compile, 

Shall equal Old Prolemy’s Monarch ot Nile. 

With this {mall Diftinétion fcarce worth the Dif- 
(cerning, 

ErGed for Dullaef& as his was for Learning. 


l've look’d on your Books as the Devil o’er Lss- 
€coln, 

But your Oracle Proje& how came you to think on? 
You have ftumbled on Right, tho’ fo oft ia the 
(wrong Sir, 

And an On/ may by chance to Afinerva belong Sir. 


Yours unknown, 


A.B. C 


Dunton’s An{wer. 


If I chance to be Dul! when I anfwer your Letter, 
"Twill be no Fault of mine, but the Fault of the 
ati ( Matter. 
Tis ftrange you at once fhould be foolifh and wife 
— (Sir 
To rail like a Scold and yet give me Advice Sir. 
I’m very Laconick to end all the Pother, 
Pll accept of the one (4) and return you the 
(other. (4) 
For ent you 3 Yacks thus to rattle and vapour, 
When your Mufe and a hal » Will not pay for 
ee (my Paper ; 
[ hope ‘twillin Time for Fools make the World 
(Laughter. 
But Poets you wou'd be, and I love Men thate 
(Chime, 
So Lown you for A¢embers and will teach you 
(to Rhime, 
And who knows but we may all be Tattlers i 
(Time. 
For I'll take your Advice and leave Party-Dii- 
( putes 
ToHarry and Luke,and all (c) Bull- Baiting Brutes. 
For | know I muft dye and the Gofpel of Peace, 
Teaches all Men to Love and even Foes to Carefs. 


=_— 


(4) Advice. (é) Railing. (c) Alluding to my 
| Thea 


Book intituled the Bull- Baiting. 


o~ 


L 


Then let us Rbime and embrace for tho’ Torses ts 
(be 

in| Port, pte ad > 
I'll now join in your Veric, thats add J to 


(your C(«)—— 
A Society of Peers fhou’d ne’re exceed Four, 
The 4.8. C. D. Poft is as good as Fourfcore ; 
° ° . . * . 
‘oud -fpo/o now join es he fhou’d turn out 
Wou'd pio now join 6 


(of Door. 


’ ,} = ; 
y humble Servant, 


. 


lour fincere Fried, aia ve 


Ln. 


The Mill-Poft written by a Cambridge Scholar, 
and direfled to Dunton’s Oracle at the Sword in 


New-Street. 


yOSTS have very defervedly been already 
I celebrated by a much better Pen than mine, 
k mean Posts abfolurely and properly fo call’d, where- 
fore I fhall confider ’em in their fuftaining Capa- 
city, and firft of M:/-Poffs. And here I would 
not have any brawny Leg’d Caledonian miftake me, 
or hmagine that I mean thick Legs which are on- 
ly Metaphorically entitled A4d-Posts, tho thefe 
very well merit my Encomiums, but them I fhall 
referve to a praperer Opportunity : No, Gentle- 
men Readers, I mean plain downright honef? Mill- 
Pofts, whom by Figure call’d Profopopaia, 1 {hall 
thus accoft. 

Thrice Hluftrious Mill-Poft, the Prop of an Edifice 
to whish Mortals owe their Bread, Thon art properly 
and without any Metaphor to be efteemed the Staff of 
Life. By thee do Millers enjoy Security, By thee do 
shofe Wooden Pieces of Architetture dare the Violence 

Boreas and the reft of the hard nans’d Gentlemen, 
ychep’d by the Vulgar Winds, and thy Stability coun- 
serpoizes their Inconftancy. Such w thy Clemency and 
Humanity that thou affordeft an Afylum to Offenders, 
nay thy Generofity is fo great that ’tis become a Pro- 
werb, as fafe as a Thief in aMil. O Great Imita- 
ser of Romulus, the Founder of the Roman Empire ! 
The /mmortal BudibrafS has recorded in his Ver{e 
shat» 


Some have miftaken Blocks and Pofts, 
For Specters, Apparitions, Gholts. 


According to which fome certain ignorant 
Boors upon feeing a Windmall a going the firft 
time too inadvertently imagin’d, that the Devil 
was xurning away with a Lloufe on bis Back. In 


(a) A.B. C. being she Letters fubferib’d in the 
Leiser diretted to Dunton’s Lodgings, by (his un- 
Anowa Friends.) The Society of Poets. 
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| which erroneous Opinion they were confirm’d by 


sate 


“re. 


feeing the Sails turn, which they miftook for W; . 
This Story was eafily believ’d by feveral old Wo. 
men, who taking notice that when they fene , 
great deal of Corn to the M:// to be ground 
chat it was moft Diabolically diminifh’d, ao, 
without fufpicion of Witchcraft or Lucifers Le. 
gerdemain, and they poor Souls thought ir im. 
poflible to be otherwife, but the Wife and Learp. 
ed Dr. King has irrefragably demont{trated je 
not to be the Devil’s nor the Mider’s Fawle to give 
the Devil his Due, but that rhe Meal flies abex: 
in the fhape of Ca-ta-mountains and fiery Dragon;, 
and 1s more in danger of {fealing the Miller away, 
than be of ftealing it: Now this perhaps would 
fright People more than a fingle Devil, tho’ 
twere Lucifer himfelf. But however ’tis y 
remarkable that from the Story I have told, hay 
proceeded all thofe innumerable Stories of Ca’, 
Legs with Gold Rings on "em cut-off in Mills, of Rim. 
head and bloody Bones disturbing the Miller in bis 
lawful Vocation and drowning the Clack, Not ® 
mention any Devils of Flefh and Blood, or ip. 
carnate Succubus’s, fuch as bonny Kate of Wind. 
for, &c. This might furnih pleacy of Reflections, 
upon the {preading of unaccountable Lies, upon 
the ftrange Facility of feveral in believing other 
Impoffibilities, befides Tran/ubstantiation , Upon 
the Uncharitablenefs of Mankind, in greedily 
fucking in any thing chat tends to the Difgraceof 
their Fellows and Equals, nay even their Betters 
Upon the Abfolute neceflity of Knight Errams, 
not to fight with Windmil's but for ’em, and de 
fend them from the Attempts of others. Of 
which order I profefs my felt to be: Not thatit 
has fo much need of fuccour as fome People may 
imagine, for it vangusfl’d Don Quixote in fing 
combate, but becaufe “tis generous to affift chem 
that are aflaulted by Mulcitudes at once. 

The Pos? mult be own’d to be the most fund 
mental Part of the Mil, and confequently th 
moft Reverend which I fhall evince immediately, 
both from its great Humility and molt exemplary 
Zeal in matters of Religion. Let not fome Mea 
boaft fo much of thefe things, as if fach Excel 
lencies were oaly lodged in them, Let not my 
Reader exercife his faculty of ftaring too mach 
for VIl make it appear as clear as the light from 
the following Hittory raken from a Poerick Naw 
ration ufuclly term'd a Bullady but | would ad- 
vife you courteous Admirers of miue, not to de 
{pife it roo much upoa that Account, for a ee 
tain Incomparable Author, one Mr. Mifcellay 
remarks in a Preface, that there is sore Tru 
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{Ballad shan anyother part of Hiftery whatfoever Vid. 
care Poem'—But without any further Preamble 
ake the Story thus. Upona difpute between Tea- 
pye-o-C analy and Alexander FitsGerald whether the 
< ls of at Windmill were the Crofs of St. Patrick or St. 
Andrew 3 the Jrijfh Joy prevail’d and weit to pay 
pis Devotion to it accordingly, by pulling out his 
Beads and faying his Ave-maries and Pater-No- 
ges; But as he approach’d nearer to kifs the 
pt, which was the lower part of the Crucifix, 
ye Sale whisk’ad round and took bim along with ’em 
foe Company, to the Hazard of bss Skull tho’ not hi 
Bruns. Now Oye Admirers of Heroick Virtue, 
what could poflibly be more humble than to re- 
fyfe Divine Honours? What greater Zeal againft 
ldolatry than to punifh Popery fo feverely ? Nor 
let any Roman deride this Story, ‘tis as true as any 
in their Legend, and a more Heroick A& than 
can be found in the Life of St. Almanacas. Which 
a Man feeing Printed in red Letters at the top of rhe 
Kalendar, very wifely miftook for a Saint, and 
then with an Integrity equal to his Penetration 
writ his Life. If all Blocks and Posts would but 
follow the example of our Renowned Pious hum- 
ble yet Vindiitive Mill- Posts, How foon would 
Idolatry and Worfhipping Blocks be extinguifh'd? 
How foon would the Papifts fenfibly perceive 
their Error? I believe I may fay without any 
Breach of Truth, that there are none but Affes 
and their Relations (whether by Marriage or Birth 
is not material) that are really and heartily Ene- 
mies to Adill-Posts. The Caufe of whofe Aver- 
fion it feems is, that in former Days they us’d to 
be ry’d to’em and be made to turn the Mill. Thus 
thefe Creatures famous for Paflive Obedience, 
have learn’d Refiftance and Afperfion of their 
Betters. And now here is feen a frefh Inftance of 
the Virtue of Mill-Posts, they abhor Idlenefs, and 
make even the moft fluggifh Animals become di- 
ligent, tho’ fome fay “twas not fair that they 
fhould make thefe Drudges coil continually while 
they themfelves ftand ftill, a Slander eafily re- 
fuced, if we confider that they bear the whole 
Fubrick. 

| fhall add by may of Postfeript to the Post properly 
fo called, one particular, which the Ingenious Au- 
thor omitted in praife of Posts properly fo called, 
which is thisghat the mever to be enough admired, 
Mr, Bickerftaff has writ Panegyricks on feveral Posts, 
vader feigned Names, and judicioutly remarks, 
that filence fometimes is the best Oratory, from 
whence I argue that nothing in the World is fo Elo- 


quent-as a Post. Not even Tully or Demo/thenes. 


j 
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The Rhiming- Poft comtisty’. /, 


oe sore Poems on 


‘ ethan y 
Subredls eel ry oa. 


Mfr. Dunton, 
y OU promife to write a Poem on any Subjes 
£ delired, Lnow make a Tryal of your Poe 
tick Genius, in demanding an extempory Saty: 
upon a Bookleller that defired me to write hima 
Copy for nothing 


. 
‘ 


A Gentleman to his Book/eMfer that delived binrto wrire 


“a Copy far noth; ng. 
V Ould you have me old Crony 
To write without Money, 

When all our great ftir is about it, 
For Magical Gold 
Are Confciences Sold 

And nothing is e’er done without ic. 
He that loves a State Trick 
Will ventore his Neck, 

As the Soldier fights for his pay Sir, 
The difference lies 
Aloge in the Price, 

A Pound or a Tefter a Day Sir. 
Defire of this 
Makes the Dutch and the Sw:/;, 

In a War or a League to embark Sir, 
Tis this that with eafe 
Keeps Venice at Peace, 

To fill the old Store of St. AZark Sir. 
The Treafure of Spain 
Has caus’d all our Pain, 

And made Lewss break his Alliance, 
But we happen’d to mect 
With his Rich Vigo Fleet, 

And more than return’d the Defiance. 
[t deprefles and mounts 
It hinders accounts, 

Yet can make all our fcores again ¢ven, 
The Philter of Lover 
The Hipocrites Cover, 

The Catholick’s Helland his Heaven. 
When the Hero courts Fame 
Tis this is his Aim, 

For Honour’s become but a Trading. 
Thus it thining can keep 
And calt others afleep, 

Wicaels old cunniug Lewis of Baden, 


The Imaginary Piflure to Orinda. 
l. 


Ever any Parthians Bow, 
So many Pointed Deaths did throw, 


— So 
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So many Darts as you comprize ; 
In the two Golden Quivers of your Eyes: 
But ah ! too like the cruel Parthians, you 
No fooner gave the Fatal Wound but flew. 
Il. 
Yet tho’ you fly, in my Mind 
You’ve left your kinder Self behind; 
My Heart would figh, but does not dare, 
For fear it foyle your pleafing Picture there ; 
So unicen Azge/s work in Fancy’s Theme, 
And glorious Norhings ie Us in a Dream. 
ll. 
Ah how vain this Shadow is! 
Can | content my felf with this? 
Or as the fam’d Pigmalion do, © 
And make a Miftrefs of thy Lrkene/s too ? 
No: Jin this fhould quite as vaio appear, 
As He that was fuppos’d to court the A,r. 


A Panegyrick againft Bafilisks, by 4 Perfon that pre- 
tends to be sn Love with Valeria, which I believe 
gs all a Sham. 


Trange Serpents that in Lybian Defarts lie, 
Unarm’d can wound, and murder with their | 

But then we find the gafping Sacrifice, (Eye; 
When once it falls, is never known to rife. 
But you, Valeria, can do more than thefe ; 
Your Eyes can kill and quicken when they pfeafe. 
Hence I by fatal Turns, unhappy Swain, 
Die but to live, and live to die again, 


The Lovers Kalendar. 


I. 
AY never talk, *cis a whole Year 
Since firft 1 faw, and was uadone ; 
The Time I have exactly here, 


[4] eeepc 


Should Frowns and Smiles be cancell’d hence, no 
(doubr 


— — 
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My Kalendar would halt be blotted out, 


4. 
That others may, I don’t deny, 
Quite different Schemes for Seafons rai. 
But "tis by thefe alonethat I , 
Know all my Fafts and Holydays: 
Ah ! could I there record one Kif$ from Thee 
| That Kifs alone begins my Jubilee. 


The Beautiful Dowdy. 


M Arry and love thy homely Joan for the (be; 
Hath all things whereby others beautioys 
For tho’ her Eyes be fmall, her Mouth is great, 
Tho’ her Lips Ivory be, her Teeth be jet : 
Tho’ they be dark, yet he is light enough, 
And tho’ her harfh Hair fail, her Skin is rough, 
And what if it be yellow, her Hair’s red, 
Give her but thine fhe has a Maidenhead. 
Thefe things are Beauties Elements, where thefe 
|Compounded are in one fhe needs mutt pleafe : 
If red and white and each good quality 

Bein the Wench, ne’re ask where it doth lye: 
in buying things perfum’d we ask if there 

Be Musk and Amber in it, but not where. 
Tho’ all her Parts be not ith’ ufual place, 

She hath the Anagram of a good Face. 

When by the Gam-nt fome Mufitians make 

A perfect Song, others will undertake 

By the fame Gam-ut chang’d to equal ic: 
Things fimply good can never be unfit. 
For one Nights revels Silk and Gold we ufe, 
But in Jong Journeys Cloth and Leather chufe. 
Beauty is barrenoft; and Husbands fay | 
There’s the beft Land where is the fouleft way. 


™ And to a Moment written down : 
Don’t be prophane and lavgh; chis Diary 
ks Love’s whole Body of Divinity. 
2. 

Other Hiftorians as they pleafe, 

May light Occurrences omit 5 

Buc faid, or done, whate’re it is, 

We take the Book and enter it. 
The pettieft Circumitance of When and Why 
Is of vat Weight in Love’s Chronology. 


3. 
To fee me regifter that Smile, | 
You'll call me heinous Fool, I know ; 
But laugh, and banter as yoo will, 


And what a Sovereign Medicine will fhe be, 
if chy paft Sins have taught phe JFetonty: 
if the accufe her felf, Vl] credit lefs 

Then Witches which Impoffibles coa%efs. 


The Silene Talkers. 


EACE, Peace, my Dear, Corinna faid 
Yo her enamour’d Corydon, 
Left we by Liftners be betray’d, 
And thts our Happinefs undone. 


Our Wifhes anfwer ewry Way, 
And al) my Thoughts center in thine; 
if chou halt aay Thing to fay, 


‘Tis down, andin Great Letterstoo: | 


Speak with thy Eyes, 1 ll [peak with mine. 


London,Printed for the Author,and are to be Sold by }. Morphew near ‘StationerseHal 


